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PREFACE. 



While other writers have enjoyed the un- 
questioned privilege of proportioning their efforts 
to their subjects, it seems somewhat unreasonable 
that the Dramatist should be arbitrarily assigned 
his limits, and that he should be compelled, by 
elisions or expansions more barbarous than those 
of Procrustes, to contract or extend his subject 
to five acts. There are many powerfully dramatic 
subjects to which those limits would be utterly 
inadequate. Shakspeare, Marston, and others of 
our elder dramatists, felt this difficulty, and ob- 
viated it by continuing the same story through 
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two or more plays; thus, in fact, constructing 
one drama of ten or fifteen acts instead of five. 
Indeed, with respect to Shakspeare, we may go 
further, and say, with Dr. Johnson, that *' he seems 
to have deigned that the whole of the series of 
4iie action, from the beginning of Richard the 
Second to the end of Henry the Fifth, should be 
considered by the reader as one work upon one 
plan, only broken into parts by the necessity of 
exhibition.^ 

Still more numerous are the dramatic subjects 
which might be advantageously displayed, if 
compressed within a few scenes, but which would 
become vapid and uninteresting if swelled to as 
many acts. The genius of the English drama 
having shaken off so many of the tranunels of 
antiquity, <^ like dew-'drops from the Uon^s mane,^ 
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why should this least reasonable badge of ser- 
vitude be suffered to remain; and all attempts 
at its, removal be stigmatised as aberrations from 
the legitimate drama? Our oldest and most 
esteemed writers have scorned to be fettered by 
it; expansion was as much a violation of the magic 
drde as contraction. The author of the following 
attempts at dramatic compodtion has therefore 
ventured to construct pieces in one act, which, he 
hopes, win not be condemned on that ground, 
if they shall be considered pardonable in other 
respects. 

These peces never having been intended for 
representation, the author has thought himself, 
in a great measure, freed from those considerations 
of scenic illusion and stage effect, which, toa writer 
for the theatre, are all-important. Still Ins object 



^^^■■e been to write not dialogues, but dramas; 
Olid he has endeavoured to conform himself to the 

r laws of dramatic propriety, because tliose laws 

^^^■bve their foundation in nature. But there is a 

^^^■^ difierence between the dramatic and the 

1 Uieatrical. Scenery, decoration, and bustle are 

indispensable to the latter, while the former is 

compatible (unless the best dramatists of all 

nationK, and of our own in particular, are utterly 

wrong) with description, sentiment, and what 

been somewhat strangely termed mere poetry. 

I The miscellaneous pieces which foUi 

inconmderable to ^vc much ofience, if ever so 
unworthy of commendation. Drayton termed 
some of his minor productions " Ideas^ and the 
author had some intenlioD of designating these in 
the same manner. They are most of tliem 
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slight to be dignified with the title of poems, and 
indeed are merely idecis which suggested them- 
selves on various occasions, and were written down 
as they occurred. 

The Fragments which close the volume are for 
the most part culled from an unfinished drama, 
which was begun some years ago, and stand in 
need of aU the reader^s indulgence. 

March 10, 1828. 
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DRAMATIS PEBSONiE. 



JuLiOy Count ofSavona. 

Matilda^ Widow of the late and Mother of the present 

Count of Savona, 
Elyi&a^ Daughter of a Peasant, privately married to Julio, 
Ajbfatia^ her Attendant. 
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SCENE I. 
An Apartment in Elvira's House. 

Enter Elvira and Aspatia. 

Eh. Here at this casement let us sit^ and wile 
The hours away till Julio comes. How sweetly- 
Through the green vale the tranquil stream is glidings 
While the pale stars are studding it with gems 
Immaculate^ and silence reigns unbroken^ 
Save by the soft toned rippling of Ihe waves. 
And that low night-wind^ which^ scarce audible^ 
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Rises and softly dies uvny, as 'twett 
The gentle breathings of a slmubering worlds 
Rock'd by its God to rest ! Yon toirering summit' - ' 
Seems silver capt^ while, down its glittering steep < > 
The moonbeams fall in one unbroken line. 

Until they reach the glassy stream that flowii 

Beneath, and seem to join another orb 

As fair as that they dropt from. Sure scmie spirit^" 

Some glorious wanderer, is walking there. 

His form invisible, though his shining footsteps 

Betray the heavenly visit* 

Asp. Beautiful ! ' 

Tis passii^ beautiful ! 

Elv. There was a time. 

When in my iatlier^s humble eot I dwelt. 
And childish fancies fiU'd my idle brain, 
I form'd the frequrat wish to live and die 
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Like tbat mSd plaoat^Hihimng pladdljj 
Useful^ thosgli jHaQbfruHYe-«-n6e like her^ 
Blesriog and beic^ Ues^-— a littk while 
Brighten the levly vale of lifej and then 
Wane peac^iiUy avay. But now^^alas ! 
My path resemUes more the glaring meteor's^ 
Which^ from iis fearful and portentous height^ 
Scatters ufmalnral brilliancy^ until 
Cimmerian blacknesa doses all around^ 
And l^ots it out for ever. 

Asp* Dearest lady ! 

Why will you uuzse such sad and gloomy thoughts. 
And even in a scene like this^ so full 
Of beauty and tranquilfity^ find food 
For the souFs maladies? Savona's Countess 
Shall be no traantory meteor^ nor. 
Like the pale moon> shine in obscurity: 
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Sbe shall be a^ the sun, .whid\y in the morn^ 
Gives proiqise of a glcmous day ; at nqon^ 
Pours his full radiauoe down ; at even-tide. 
Purples the west with glory; and, at Iast» .. , 
Only withdraws his brightness from the worlds 
To rest in heaven. 

Elv. No more of this— for greatness 

Was ne'er my idol. Had not Julio been 
Savona's lord — had he been shadowed by 
A cloud of poverty^ my heart had tum'd^ 
True as the sun-flower^ to the orb it worships. 
And paid its homage there. But I do fear 
Matilda's fiery spirit. Should she learn - 
Her son^ the promise of her house, has wedded • 
A humble cotter's child, I know the blood 
That fills these veins would be deeBi'4. cheaply q^lt 
To wash the stain away. 
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Asp. ' Oh! do not fear- 

Count Julio trill protect you from all evil. 
Until the Lour arrives in which the world 
May know you for his wedded wife, and pay 

The honours due to her. 

Elv. Ah ! my Aspatia, 

Too gfaily dost thou read futurity ! 

Thy mind is like the diamond, which throws 

Its own bright hues o'er all which it approaches. 

But listen to me, girl. In some fair garden. 

Hast thou not known a weed flourish securely. 

Beneath the friendly shelter of a flower. 

Which hangs its sweet leaves over it, and hides it 

From those who would destroy it? 

Asp. Often, madam. 

'^SlihBvtt hast thou mark'd it, wench, when the 

wind blew. 
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When the braeae caiiie> and lifted' u^ its coveiingV * 
That evay.ejieiaigiit 8e9>it?!:.>: ^. .•,.. t.. .'i,- .•,!..'^ 
Asp. TUsilVe^mirkfdtlook 

Tis plodc'd away as worthless then^ and tramplaA 

To dust. ■ . •■ -, /■■.;. »■« wr" 

Elv. Ajy there thou read'st the riddle tnie-H- ; f 
For such a weed am I-^am I^ AsfoAhi*^' imi^ .Jr. I 
So do I rest securely for a season -i ii<<{ •/! 

Beneath mj Julio's jifuardian love ; and so til 1 

The storm will come^ and tear him from my avmSi • ^ 
Leaving me^ lorn and shelterless^ the prey > . ; i 

Of the first pitiless ^iler. . f - / 

Asp. Gentle madam»i -^ ^\ 

Resist these dark forebodings^ lest they cause m.v 
The ruin they anticipate ; for fear \ 

Is like th' electric rod^ and draws down Ug^nittgs 
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Heaven Beyer meant) to visit US. Let me tell you 
Some tale of joy, or chant sonie mBthfiil dittji^i 
To drive these sad thoughts from your mind. 

Eh. N«^ no*-*- 

Small joy is mine ; and mirths instead of raising 
Its feeMe sparks into a blaze^ sefves only^ 
Like fuel heap'd upon decaying embers^ 
To put its faint flame out. But let me hear 
That fl<»ig you warbled me last night — ^'twas mournful^ 
Yet withal pleasing^ and although my soul 
Trembled to its wild harmony^ 'twas but 
As the leaf flutters when the sweet south wind 
Is fanning it with odours. 
Asp, (Sings, J 
Love is a plant of holier births 
Than aught that takes its root in earth; 
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A flower from beaven^ which 'tis a crime 
To number with the things of time. 
Hope in the bud is often blasted. 
And beauty on the desert wasted. 
And joy/ a primrose early gay. 
Care's lightest fgotfall treads away. 

But love shall live, and live for ever; 

And chance and change shall reach it never. 

Can hearts in which true love is plighted. 

By want or woe be disunited ? 

Ah no ! like buds on one stem born. 

They share between them even the thorn. 

Which round them dwells, but parts them not, 

A lorn yet undivided lot. 
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Can death extinguish love> or part 
The loved one from the lover*s heart ? 
No^ no ! he does but guard the prize 
Sacred from mortal injuries^ 
Making it purer^ holier seem^ 
As the ice closing o'er the stream 
Keeps (while storms ravage earth and air) 
All baser things from mingling there. 
Elv, Break off^ break off; I hear my lord's light 
step — 
My dearest Julio ! 

Enter Julio. 

Jul. My own, my loved Elvira I 

But why these tears } 

Elv, Nay, wherefore should you wonder 

If, in the bright sun's absence, dews should trickle 
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Over the eartWiiaR)i8t£h«ek?^^'^lnit:hi»iBHaii fKtsenee 
Soon dries tlMMse momriii^I dxvps. ' ) L '*A tuO ./> 

Jul, ■ -r- SdSSi.mimftLiieiA 

Of my shcwt abseno^ my Elrira? TIhib ^}i ij» r t.a/ 
I punish the sweet &iilt> then»«**<.Kif4ev Aci^— «4]iiis 
and thus ..... -. /ji) 

Feedj like the bee^ on sweets^ nor find the flavnur k1^ 
Less fragrant for the dew. But what sad thoughts 
Could blanch thy bright dieek thus^ lore? - :i:> / 

Eh. Oh! uethongM 

Time had exchanged his pinions for a crutehi ^ <./ 
And let his glass stand still. Insatiate tyrant 1 / 
Where he should fly^ he halts, and when his speeds i 
Brings aorrow with it, hurries on^ or only ,,i t 

Pauses to whet his scythe. 

Jul, Nay^ nay^ I see ^v\ 

Your fears have been at work.— 'Dearest Elyira ! 
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No'i^ dn^ieivitfaMttteniiii,! Mid theM . 
Are but the illusive working of yourfntcyr;- . 
PofiftEi atrodlbd stream shows trees and hills 
And turrets locking with the faintest breeae . 
•(FftM-tiltiM its sur&ce^ so your trembling heart 
Gives to the staMe structure of our fortums^ 
Its own wild motions. l 

^tflfcii •' How is this^ my lord? •' 

You bid roe fear not, but your hoe is pale ; 
With fidterii^ accents you attempt to cheer me ; 
And while you kiss the tears from off my cheek, ' 
You Main it with your own. Say, clearest Julio, 
HIm the long lowering doud at length broke o'er us. 
And 'whelm'd our hopes > Tell me the whole-Mil^ 
worst. 
Jul Atas ! it is in ram that we would hide 
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The winter of tbe heart : its enirious mists 

Will rise and dim the fading cheek and eye 

With their betraying moisture. My Elvira^ 

We must away. This is no rest for us. 

Nay> wherefore look thus wildly ? We shall wander^ 

As the dove left the ark^ soon to return^ 

Bearing the olive with us. Like yon stars^ 

Which brightest shine when envious frosts chain up 
The earth below^ so does all pitying Heaven 

Look kindly on the winter of our fates^ 

And often send a brighter ray to guide us. 

When all the friendships of this world grow cold. 

And fail like ice from under us. The spies 

My mother has employed have traced us here^ 

And she hopes to surprise us by her presence. 

But be of good cheer ; open violence 
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We need not fear^ and ere her sabtle wiles 
Can weave their web around us^ thou shalt be 
Safe in a distant shelter. 

Elv. Then I'll triist 

In hope for once : — I know her light built nest 
Weathers a thousand storms^ which fear or foresight 
Had vainly battled with. When the great ship 
Sinks in the ocean depths^ the gentle halcyon 
In safety builds upon the reeling wave^ 
And slumbers through the tempest. 

JuL Ha ! I hear 

My mother's voice. She knows not of our marriage^ 
Nor must she learn it yet. Do thou retire> 
While I attempt to lull her fears to rest. 

[Exeunt severally^ 
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SCENE 11. 

Another Apartment in the same. 

MATILDA sola. 

His heart is spell-bound. This pale girl has woven 
Her fascinations round it^ till it beats 
For her^ and her alone. Her hand shall moulder 
In the cold grave ere it shall wed with Julio's. 
Shall the last scion of that stately tree, 
Whose top-branch dallied with the winds which ne'er 
Blew on the world below^ bow its proud head 
To the base dust beneath it? Shall disdain 
Point its lean finger at Savona's sons? 
* Sons who will bhish to hear their grandsire named^ 
And when they weep upon their mother's grave^ 
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Weep less for grief tkm shame? Perish the thought ! 

Assist me^ woman's ready wit^ to tell 

My fabricated tale so speciously^ 

That the fond boy shall shudder at the vision 

My potent art shall raise. But he approaches. 

Enter Julio. 
Well met at lengthy sir. You have led my feet 
A weary round in search of your-^4t last 
To find you thus:-— Savona's heir thus wasting^ 
In the inglorious lap of dalliance^ 
His youth's best hours^ forgetful of the fame 
Achieved by his fore&thers. 

JuL Wherefore, mother^ 

Lure my unwilling steps to fune's proud temple ? 
Ambition's prize^ when gain'd, is but a shadow. 
The sorrows and the sufferings of the worlds 

c2 



20 -THE SECRET BEIDAL. 



Its pleasures^ and its business^ and its cares> 
One wild chaotic tempest raise, in which 
Man's but a leaf, a fragile leaf, the sport 
Of every blast, and £une a feeble voice. 
Heard only 'midst the pauses of the storm. 
And silenced soon for ever. 

Mat* Vain, weak boy ! 

Thou too hast leam'd the puling sophistry 
Of these degenerate times. Against ambition 
Thou too must rail, and her high-minded votaries 
Affect to scorn. Because thy feeble eyes. 
When they would gaze upon the glorious sun, 
Mark nought but darkling motes, deem'st thou the 

eagle 
With stedfast ken undazzled views not there 
Unutterable glories ? But I come not 
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To play tbe o^ist with tliee nov. I come 

To warn tbee from a hideous precipice; 

To tell thee that each step thou tak'st is desperate. 

Each breath thou draw'st pollution — ^but my words 

Are wasted on a listless ear. Perchance 

Thou knoVst me not. 

Jul. I know thee for the being 

Whom most I love and honour — ^the dear fountain 
Whence flows the blood that fills these veins— the 

guide 
And guardian of my infancy. I know^ too^ 
Thou art the arbitress of my destiny^ 
With power to make the title which I hold 
An empty honour^ reft of the domains 
Enjoy'd by my fore&thers. 

Mctt. Know yoil that ? 
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Know too that tbose domdns sball ne'er descend 
Upon a beggar's of^pring. Yes^ tbe blood 
Wbenoe tbou art sprung tbou may^st be justly proud of; 
But better were it moistening tbe dull eartb^ 
Tban feeding in tby veins an odious passion 
For a base cburl's descendant — ^for a tbing. 
Vile as tbe dust we tread on-— one^ wbo rear*d 
And nurtured by tbe bounty of our bouse. 
Would, like a poisonous plant, pollute tbe stream. 
On wbose fair banks 'twas nourisb'd. 

Jul, Pardon, madam, 

Tbe fiery blood I owe you ; but I must not 
Listen to these wild cbarges. Poor Elvira 
Deserves not your reproacbes, nor did sbe 
Spring from a sire less bonest, tbougb less noble 
Tban Julio de Savona's. 
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MaU Thou may'st say 

As noble too, and err not 

Jul. Nay, this irony 

(Pardon me) is ill placed. Old Gaspard's virtues 
Were numerous, and, when with virtue join'd. 
Old age is honourable. The spirit seems 
Already on its flight to brighter worlds; 
And that strange change which men miscall decay 
Is renovated life. The feeble voice 
With which the soul attempts to speak its meanings. 
Is, like the skylark's note, heard faintest when 
Its wing soars highest; and those hoary signs. 
Those white and reverend locks, which move the scorn 
Of thoughtless ribalds, seem to me like snow 
Upon an Alpine summit, only proving 
How near it is to heaven. Thus feH my father. 
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And ricUy .with his benefits endow'd 

The old man till the grave closed over him ; • 

Nor rested there, but to his daughter show'd • 

A parent's care, and even upon his death-bed 

Bade me be kind unto the poor Elvira, 

And love her as a sister. 

Mat You would therefore 

Make her your wife. But, Julio, listen to me c 

I did not mean to make these lips th' accusers 

Of your dead sire. His after-life atoned. 

By many a year of love and happiness. 

For one repented crime. I had intended 

To take the secret with me to the grave. 

But you are pressing towards a yawning gulf. 

Whence I have tried by gentler means to lure 

Your blind rash steps — the time is therefore come ; 
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And^ though Rinaldo's ghost should rise to frown 
My lips to marble silence^ I must speak 
The story of his shame. 

Jul, Merciful Heaven ! 

What does this'fearful prelude tend to? 

Mat Hear me. 

Gaspard's wife was a being such as those 
Which poets dream of. A soft, sylph-like form. 
With step so light, it hardly seem'd to crush 
The fragile globes of dew that, tremulous, 
Gleam*d on the bladed grass — A face, not pale. 
But Parian marble could not matcli its whiteness; 
And eyes whose timid lustre seem'd to shun 
The worship they inspired, and seek the shade 
Of those sweet lids, which o'er them softly fell. 
Like dcnrny coverings dropt from Love's own wings. 
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To keep his altar sacred. These ware charms 
Which taught your father's heart to 8tray> and proved 
Her ruin whom they graced. 

JuL Nay — ^wherefore pause? 

There is a hideous chasm in thy tale; 
My heart would leap across it, but 'tis black. 
And full of gaping horrors. Say-^-the (^spring 
Of this unhallowed passion was -*— 

Mat. ElYira ! 

But why, thou love-sick boy, stand thus transfix'd. 
Speechless and bloodless? Rather, offer thanks 
To Heaven for pointing out in time the ruin 
Which threatened thee. Oh I hadst thou consum- 
mated 
The fearful crime — ^hadst thou profaned the bonds 
Of holy matrimony — (Nay, wherefore shudder? 
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'Tis but tbe shadow of a horrible rock. 

Which thou hast pass'd in safety)— *theii no hue 

That wnn despair could breathe upon thy face 

Could speak thy horror truly. Thou would'st be 

A wretch from whom the young and innocent 

Would flee as from a pestilence — and she. 

Whom thou hast loved so tenderly, so truly. 

Would be a by-word and a scorn : — ^th' unfeeling 

Would taunt her with her misery, and the kind 

Shudder as she past by them, and pray God 

To hide her in the grave. — {He stvoons.y^^But JuHo, 

Julio! 
My son f Oh Heaven ! I fear I Ve gone too far. 
The arrow I but meant to graze his breast. 
Has sunk into his heart. No— he revives—^ 
He sees me : — My dear JuHo! 
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Jul. My Elvira! 

Oh ! I have had a fearful dream. 

Mat Nay — ^nay- 

Shake off these childish fancies — ^it is I. 

Jul. This dream has strangely troubled me. Me« 
thinks 
That I could sleep again — ay, sleep for ever. 
Oh ! I am cold as the cold grave. 

Mat. His fit 

Returns. I dare not call for aid. This tale 
Would be a fit theme for each babbling slave^ 
To charm a gaping rabble with ! The blood 
Comes back into his cheeky and his eye bends 
A steadier gaze upon me. 

Jul. Ha ! my mother* 

McU. 'Tis I indeed — ^here — ^rest your head awhile. 
J did not think this tale could so have shaken you. 
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Jid, 'Twas but a passing pang. I am well now^ 
And calm — ay, as the tempest — ^but no matter ! 

Mat. I see you cling to this black passion still: 
Let me not think my son can hesitate 
What course to follow now. 

Jtd. Nay — nay — ^you wrong me ; 

But I must see Elvira. Meet me here 
But one hour hence, and you will see how much 
Your son can sacrifice to virtue. 

Mat Well, 

Heaven strengthen you, and teach you gratitude 
For this deliverance ! [_Exit. 

Jul. Ay, deliverance 

Into the pit you warn me from. Elvira ! 
Lost — fallen into a sea of infamy. 
Would I were in my grave ! — But that 's a rest 
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Too peaceful for me yet : — ^no^ I must press 
The thorns of this rough world more dosely stilly 
Ere I can know how peaceful is the couch 
That's spread beneath them. This unhallow'd stain 
Must be wash'd from her. But what cleansing power 
Can take away its foul spots ? Blood — ^blood—- blood ! 
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SCENE III. 

The same us Scene the first* 

Eater Elyi&a. 

He parted strangely from me. His black brow 

Lower'd like the gathering tempest; and his eye. 

In hate or scorn averted^ would not deign 

One passing glance on me. Can he prore false ? 

Can all my dark forebodings come to pass ? 

Yet wherefore should I doubt him } wherefore write 

Thus painfully on memory's tablet one 

Cold act of gri^ or haste^ while all his love^ 

Alt his kind w(Nrds> and all his generous deeds^ 

I bury in oblivion. But> alas ! 
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'Ti8 ever so— for on the sands of life 
Sorrow treads heavily, and leaves a print 
Time cannot wash away ; while Joy trips by. 
With step so light and soft, that the next wave 
Wears his faint footfalls out. Be hush'd, be hush'd. 
My dark misgiving spirit. Well I know 
His constant, fervent, and unchanging love- 
Like the sweet water-lily, a rude breath 
May shake its leaves a moment, but its root 
Is far too deep for storms. Put here he comes — 

Enter Julio. 
And he seems calmer now. Pray Heaven, it be not 
The slumbering of the storm to wake more wildly. 
And blast whate'er it breathes on. Dearest Julio, 

How pale and wan you look ! — What ails my lord^ 
To turn thus sadly from me.^ 
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JuL Sorrow, sorrow- 

Untamed- — ^untameable— undying sorrow ! 

Elv. Then thou shalt rest in my arms thus, my 
Julio; 
And, as 'tis said reptiles obscene ayoid 
The sweetness of the rose, or perish near it. 
So will I kill the monster sorrow with 
My innocent kisses. Wherefore start'st thou thus ? 
Why dost thou shrink from the embrace of her. 
Thy own — ^thy best beloved — ^thy wife ? 

JuL My wife ! 

Away, away! — there's guilt in this embrace. 

And every^ burning kiss adds one link more 

.»■'■•*.•.- 
To' the strong chain that fastens round my soul> 

And' drags it to perdition. 

Elv, Ah ! so cold ! 
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Gave I my virgin heart for this ? — a flower 
Mean and perchanoe unworthy^ yet 'twas spotless^ 
And did not merit to he trampled on 
Thus scornfully. Oh Julio, though you loved not. 
You might have spared. 

JuL Not loved thee, my Elvira ! 

That I do love thee, witness these salt tears, — 
This worn and haggard brow, — ^this fever'd pulse, — 
Witness this heavy heart, that only tarries 
Till its own weight has sunk itself a grave 
Of depth enough to hide it. Hast thou pray'd ? 

Eh, Pray'd, Julio ! when ? 

Jul, To-night, Elvira. 

Elxu Nay, 

The hour of prayer has not arrived. 

Jul Tis folly. 
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'Tis madness^ thus in men to regtilate 

By times and tides the offices of prayer^ 

When every spot we tread on is a grave. 

Each breath we draw tainted with chamel vapours. 

And every sun that shines serves but to ripen 

The seeds of death within us. Ah ! Elvira, 

While thou art* twisting those bright auburn locks. 

See, they are turning grey, and this fair hand. 

So soft and delicate, while thus I press it. 

Is mouldering in corruption. 

Elv. His brain wanders ! 

True, it behoves us all to keep the soul 
Hallow'd by frequent prayer ; for true prayer opens 
The chambers of the heart, for heaven's own breath 
To breathe upon and purify. It is 
A holy flame, which, kept well-fed, will burn 

D 2 
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So bright^ that eiren death's dark cave shall seem 
A path of shining glory. 

Jtd, Then pray, Elnra. 

Life is uncertain, and the wheels of time 
Crush more than those whose aged limbs refuse 
To hurry them before him. I knew one — 
Oh ! she was fair, fairer than tongue can tell 
Or fancy picture ! She had just arrived 
At life's best season; when the world seems all 
One land of promise ; when Hope, like the lark. 
Sings to the unrisen sun, and Time's dread scythe 
Is polish'd to a bright and flattering mirror. 
Where youth and beauty view their growing image. 
And wanton with the edge. Then her heart whisper'd 
All youth's unutterable bliss, and counted 
Long years of happiness and health. 'Twas false — 
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Care did not waste her^ nor did sickness blanch 
Her cheek untimely ; yet the self-same sun 
Which rose on her^ the happiest in his sphere^ 
Ere he had finished his diurnal round 
Saw her a bleeding corse. Pray, pray, Elvira, 
And ask those heavenly powers, who never turn 

A deaf ear to the prayer of fsdth, to fit thee 
For sudden death. 

Elv. Why, what is this, my Julio ?' 

Why jest thus cruelly with one, whose heart 
Loves thee so well ? 

Jul, Elvira, look on me — 

And say, if there's a feature here betokens 
A jesting spirit. Fitter for me to dance 
Upon my father's grave, or lift this finger 
In mad derision , when the angry heavens 
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Deal their red bolts around^ than DO\ir to wear 

A mirthful brow. Then^ for the love of heaven^ 

Cast every lighter thought aside^ and be 

As though this spot thou staad'st on were thy grave. 

These robes thy cere-clothes, yon wan waning stars 

Torches that light thy funeral, and I ■ ■ 

Deem me some solemn messenger to men. 

To teach them, by a fearful providence, 

ThJEit youth is but the triumph of an hour. 

And beauty, dust and ashes. 

Elv. Ah! methinks 

I read thy meaning now. Yet can it be ? 
What is this awful message, Julio ? what 
Imports it me ? 

Jul, Death ! Is thy soul prepared ? 

Elv, For death it is, but not a death like that 
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I read in thy wild eyes. Oh^ pity ! spare me ! 
If thy heart is not tum'd all marble^ spare me ! 
Or say^ what is my crime? why must I die ? 

JuL I will not shock thy chaste ears with the cause 
Which dooms thee to the grave — ^yet thou must die- 
Not by the hand of hatred or revenge^ 
But^ like the tree round which the ivy dasps^ 
Whose fond emlH*ace is &tal. [JStahs her. 

Elv. Righteous Heaven ! 

Receive my spirit, pity, pardon him ! [Dtef . 

Jtd. She's gone, she's gone, and cannot be recall'd ; 
Nor would I, though my heart is bleeding, wish her 
Return'd to stanch its wounds. Forgive this weakness. 
All-pitying Heaven ! these kisses sure are chaste- 
All sinless now our love, pure as th' affections 
Of disembodied spirits. Soul to soul, 
W^ '11 meet and mingle soon. 
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EfUer Matilda^ Aspatia> and Attendants* 

Mat. 'Tie the hour at which 

He bade me meet him. Ha ! what is 't I see ? 

Asp. Oh I sight of misery — my mistress murder'd ! 

Mat. Thou rash^ unthinking boy> what hast thou 
done? 

Jul. Her spirit was a thing to bless and worship^ 
Shrined in a temple of the fairest clay 
The hand of God e'er moulded. But the breath 
Of rank pollution dimm'd its purity — 
The glory was departed. What remained. 
But of the violated shrine to make 
A memorable ruin ? 

Mat. Thou art uttering 

Dark riddles in my ear. 
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Jul, She was my wife— 

My sister !— Read the sequel in her blood. 

Mai. Thy wife ! 

Oh misery ! Hadst thou but breathed 
The fatal secret in my ear^ this crime 
Had ne'er been perpetrated. All was false ! 
And I but framed the hideous tale to save thee 
From this degenerate union. 

Jul, Nay, nay, mother; 

Surely the covering sky ne'er canopied 
A wretch so foul. I pray, unsay thy words :— 
Thou would'st not have me curse thee ? 

Mai, Oh, forgive me.— 

Pity me ! — ^'tis the truth I utter now. 

Jul, Then thou'st o'erturn'd the fairest fabric which 
The fond idolatry of man e'er rear'd 
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Sacred to love and joy. Inhuman parent ! 

The wild bird of the desert wounds itself^ 

To save its young; the tigress' savage breasts. 

That pant for cruelty and blood, yield food 

As sweet as charity to the loved offspring 

Of her own womb; nay, senseless things, stocks, stones. 

Even the warring elements, have a touch 

Of tenderness beyond thee : the world shows 

Nought thou resemblest, save that poisonous tree. 

Which rains a withering dew upon the fruit 

Itself has borne. 

Mat. Thy sufferings, Julio, 

Equal not mine. 

Jul, Ah ! what have I to do 

With life, or its resentments ? I am fleeting. 
Oh ! lay me by Elvira. Let no stone 
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Tell our sad tale^ no sweet flowers bloom about 
Our resting-place ; but plant it round with ivy. 
Which kills the thing it loves ; with baneful hemlock> 
Whence the same sun^ that from all other plants 
Draws blessedness and fragrance^ can exhale 
Nothing but poison ; and sad rosemary^ 
Mocking the winter of the year with perfumes. 
Which the first blast that blows will ravish from it. 
And waste midst howling tempests. 

Mat. Ah ! he falls. 

Support him — see, his feeble frame scarce holds 
His throbbing heart. Oh, Heaven ! how fearfully 
The soul seems battering down its walls of clay! 
Lean thy head here, my son. Alas ! alas ! 
The dew of death is on his brow. His lips 
Are moving still, yet yield no audible speech. 



44 THE SECRET BEIDAL. 



If thou hast breath to utter " I forgive thee/' 
Speak ! He replies not : o'er his bright blue eye 
Dark mists are gatherings yet I may^ perchance^ 
Read even there my pardon. Ah ! it closes. 

{\JuUo dies in her arms. 



{The Curtain falls.) 
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SCENE I. 

Moonl%gkt--^A Terrace in the Garden of the Palace^^ 
Rizzio discovered playing m his harp, and singing 
— The Queeji behind listening, 

SONG. 

Thou warbling lyre ! to thee alone^ 
My trembling spirit dares to own 

Its deep^ soul-seated illness; 
For the cold world would scorn my griefs 
And friends would vainly seek relief^ 
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And foes would chide my wild hopes dowii> 
And she, for whom it bleeds, would £rown 
My heart to marble stillness. 

Sang I of hopes ? Alas ! for me 
This world is but a troubled sea 

Of hopelessness and sorrow ; 
Where my rent heart is wrecked and lost. 
Where I, on wares of passion tost. 
Shall know not, in my spirit's blight. 
Or cheerful day, or peaceful night. 

Save that which knows no morrow. 



Would I could mount my griefs above. 
And check these tears ; this idle love 
In my lock'd bosom keeping ; 
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Bat fire* unpriBon'd fiercest bnrn. 

And their shut cell to fiiel turn ; 

The joyless^ hopeless^ will omiplaiii; 

And he who knows his tears are vain 

Has greatest cause for weeping. 

(The Queen comes forward : Rizzio 
drops his harp in confusion.) 

Queen* Why, how now, Rizzio ? 

Riz. Most gracious madam— 

Queen. What mean this strange confiision, and 
these tears? 

Riz, I was but chanting idly to my harp ; 
And the damp night-dew on my cheek may show 
Like tears^ but I am merry. 

Queen. . Nay, nay, Rizzio, 

Then weep again— 4o any thing but wear 

i 2 
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That blank attonpt at mirth upon tky li^' ' i i i - > i 

That smile was like the ghost of happinewk, -.*: . / , t 

Haunting the plaoe 'twas murder'd in* . : . ).fi..< 

Riz. Ai9»l .' J ] 

Queen. I have observed thee muob of l«te>.-ai|^ 

# 

mark'd 
The change in thy demeanour. Thou hast been,.:, { 
As one whose too aspiring heart was labouring > ..{/, 
With wild desires that wither'd in the shade : . m, 
Of their own vastness. Hast thou learn'd to shed ;, 
Sad tears in secret^ and to speak thy griefs^ i 

Not to the kind^ confiding ear of friendship^ 
But to the sullen echo, which returned them 
Back to thy hearty to sink more deeply there^ 
And rankle till they burst it ? Now thy songs 
Are always melancholy ; and when I : < | 



' i^ 



1 ■ » '. f 
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Have bid Uiee ttj a lighter strain^ thylfingere 
Have stray^ tfmidst the fitrings^ faintly essaying 
Some glad and mirtfafdl melody^ until 
They wander'd into one long querulous note. 
More fxrabrnful than the first. What does this mean — 
So young and yet so sorrowful ? I thought 
That youth was ever joyous — save, indeed. 
When greatness was its portion ; then the heart. 
Lifted too high above the world's low level, 
Mikt*8toop until it aches, ere it can compass 
The simplest of its wishes. Does thy mind 
Hoard some unutter'd crime, or secret care ? 
Or is thy fond heart wandering o'er the wave 
Back to tiiat sunny dime, which holds perchance 
The idd of its worship ?— Some ftiir form. 
Treading the golden fields of Italy, 
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With eyes in whose warm heams Love suns nimseif. 
And raven ringlets clustering o'er a cheek. 
On which the God of Day has printed charms 
Bright as his own Aurora's. 

Riz, Oh ! no, no— 

The idol of my heart is one, compared 
With whom, the fairest cheek in Italy 
Would wane into the dimness of the stars. 
When the moon shines in splendour. 

Queen, And is love 

The weight which sinks thy spirits to the dust ? 
Hope is Love's child — ^her first-horn and her fairest. 
Canst thou know what it is to love, and yet 
A stranger be to Hope ? 

Riz. Alas ! my heart 

Is full of unfledged hopes, whose mngs, too weak 
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To soar, can only flutter in their nest. 
And shake it with vain efforts. 

Queen. Nurse them then*- 

Oh ! nurse the callow brood, until they learn 
Those songs which make the hearts of mortab long 
To hear them ever. 

Riz. Lady, mark yon moon. 

Without whom, heaven itself would not be bright ; 
Such is she whom I love — and as that orb 
With its soft influence sways the restless tides. 
Though throned so high above them — so she rules 
^T!he motions of my heart, and so she mocks them. 
As cold, as pure, as lovely, and as far 
Above my hope or aim. 

Queen, This is mere weakness : 

Lfpve, like the grave, levels earth's vain distinctions ; 
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^^ Blend 



Hearts blend beneath his influence, as the colotu 
Blend in the rainbow, where each Eeparate fane 

taint and fainter, till its raried tints 
Fade from our wondering: eyes, and we behold 
Nothing but heaven. But, Riaaio, canst thou pal 






^^^HThoee wondrous charms which hn 

^H - 

^^^1 Jii';:. Ah ! grai^ious madam, coiiJd you read 

^^f heart, 

Tbere yoa might sec her image, limn'd indeed . 

I In colours like the life — Iwt my weaJt wit 

PbiIb in the utterance. How can it portn^ 
Her brow ? — another Ida, on whose top , 
Beauty, and raajeaty, and wisdom sit, 
Coat«itdiug fill' the ])rise; her radiant lod^s. 
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That o'er her forehead's white float gracefully^ 

Like waves of gold chafing an ivory shore ; 

Her lovely lids^ fair as those fleecy clouds 

Whose dazzling whiteness gems the summer sky> 

And, like thetn^ only chided at^ because 

'Tis heaven's own blue they hide ; her eyes, whose 

lustre 
A tender melancholy seems to shade ; 
Save when deep thought or deeper feeling £dls 
Those spirit-searching orbs — and then they flash 
The mind's magnificent lightnings, and her face 
Grows spiritually fine, as though her soul, 
(Like a bright flame enshrined in alabaster) 
Shone through her delicate and transparent skin. 
Revealing all its glory. Then her mind — 
Oh ! 'tis a sacred hive of hoarded sweets. 







lence licr tfjoiiglits wauiler l»ut to cull fresh liot« 
Aud make their dwelliag richer : and lier heart, . ,| 
Kind and compassionate to all save ooe, 
Is like the sun, that on the meanest flower 
Beams life and warmth, but kills tlie aspiring; flai| 
IThat mounts towards it adoringly. 

Qhcm. Peace, p 

Thou rar'et too wildly. Is it thus thoi. 
Thy cause to her thou lov'st ? I tell thee, Riaaiiv.j 
Tlie frigid and unfeeling thrive the best; 
And a warm heart, in this cold world, is tike 
A beacon-light, wasting' its feeble flame 
Upon the wint'ry deep, which feels It not, 

trembling with each pitiless giist that bios 



11 its faint fire i 



spent 



If my tongue dared J 
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T6 utter my heart's madness^ I would tell thee 
How 'tis I plead my cause. 

Queen. Nay, let me hear thee. 

Sure never at the shrine of matchless beauty 
Knelt a more fervent votary. 

Riz. Listen then. 

While I stand here, and look into thy face : 
Foi" thou hast bid me offer up my vows 
To' matchless beauty; and our Romish creed. 
When we're invoking aught divine, enjoins us 
To gaze upon its image. 

{Plays and sings.) 

'' Oh, lady ! listen to my lay. 
Whilst o'er the lyre my fingers stray 
To bid its music rise; 
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I would but w^e its inel<)dies 
Once more^ before my spirit flete, 
And gently, as the evening breeze 
Breathes oyer it, and dies. 

I meant this lore should secret rest 
Within my sad and silent breast 

Till life and I should part; 
As the swan treasures up her song 
Unknown, unheard, her whole life long. 
Nor yields one warble to the throng. 

Until it breaks her heart. 



But now the spell is burst, and now 
Anger and pride will cloud thy brow: 
Yet thou wilt mourn my lot. 



' * 



M' 
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Nor use me for thy scorn or mirtli ; 
For lightnings^ that from heaven have birth. 
Unlike the base-bom fires of earthy 
Destroy — but torture not. 
Queen, And who is she. 

This proud relentless fair, whose cruelty 
Methinks but ill becomes her ? 

Riz. Who she is 

'Tis madness to declare, and yet my heart 
Swells to my lips — a queen — a gracious queen-«« 
Oh, pity ! — ^pardon me ! 

{Throws htmselfat her feet. 
Queen, What is't I hear ? 

Rise, thou rash youth. Rise ; thou hast utter'd sounds 
More dangerous than is the mandrake's groan. 
Away— away ! 



62 DAVID Rizzim 



Riz. Grant me but one word more* ■ 

Much have I struggled — ^much endured^ I found / 
My peace of mind departing — ^found my joys, . 
Dccay^ and strove to check this £a,tal pas8ion-<- 
Yet still it grew^ and grew^ and flourish'd most> ' 
Like ivy, amidst ruin* *? 

Queen. Prithee, rise : — • < 

Thou know'st thy sorrows have not been unshared^ • ^ 
Or thou hadst spared this boldness — Long, longsinoi^ > 
I felt my heart's wreck, yet I strove to hide it 
Ev'n from myself; but like the steps of one 
Who treads a desolate pile, each sigh of thine 
Has woke an echo there, that tells too truly 
Its hoUowness and ruin. 

Riz. Wherefore let , ' 

So fair a fabric sink to silent ruin ? 
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Light Qp lore's fire upon its altar — then 
All the foul shapes^ which haunt its darkness now^ 
Will vanish like the shadows of the night. 
When morning breaks in heaven. 

Queen. Oh ! leave me— leave me. 

Thou shalt hear quickly from me— but beware 
Of this betraying passion, and while youth 
And 'health are thine, aspire to emulate 
The virtuous and the wise— else shalt thou learn 
Thy error when too late, and be as one 
Who, having slumber'd while his taper burn'd. 
Wakes when its light is spent. Alas ! alas ! 
Virtue is on my lips, but in my heart 
There is a false and subtle traitor yields 
The vict<nry to the foe. 

lExeuni severally. 
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SCENE IL 
A Chamber in the Palace. 

Enter Dabnley and Ruthven. 
Dar. Aw&Y — away ! why will you conjure up 
The horrors of the past ? Though much I loved him, 
I would forget him now. Alas ! alas ! 
The rose, that withers gently on its stalk. 
Smells sweetly after death, but if 'tis pluck*d 
Away untimely, its rank breath offends 
The shuddering sense-HSO are the memories 
Of friends, who go down calmly to their graves, 
Cherish'd within our breasts : but from the tombs 
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Of those (howe'er beloved)^ whom nolence 
Has hasten'd to their ends^ we turn appall'd. 
And pray for quick oblivion. 

Ruth. I would only 

Warn you by his sad fate^ for oft is Murder 
The progeny of Lust. Have I not given you 
Proofs palpaUe as the sun's summer ray ? 
Did I not cross the minion as he left her^ 
And draw from his but half reluctant lips> 
Dark^ yet not dubious^ hints of the foul secret. 
Which, while his fears would hush, his vaunting pride 
Would blazon ill abroad. 

Dar. 'Tis Mse as hell! 

I '11 not believe it, though an angel pledged 
The testimony of heaven. Herself alone 
Sha^ l^ her own confession^ shake my faith : 
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But if there be troth in the damnizig tak, 
I/ll wring it from her Hps, though her heart tffii^ 
To give it utterance. See where she comeSy->- 
Retire^ good RnthveD^ leave us to ourselves. 

lExii RuthteiL 

Enter the Queen, 

Queen. My dearest lord— • 

Dar. She comes ! she comes ! Oh ! heaven ! 
Can this sweet flower^ which I have worn so ftmdly 
Upon my bosom^ prove a venomous weed 
To sting the heart that cherish'd it ! 

Queen. (aeide.J He turns 

Away^ as though his eye had met a thing 

That sear'd its vision. Has suspicion built 
Her nest within his breast ? If so^ support me. 
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Ye heayenly powers ! But I appeal to you 

In Tiin : you spurn the offensiTe prayer that rises 

From a corrupted heart— like noxious vapours 

From the rank earthy which but increase the clouds 

That shut it out from heaven. Then bear me up^ 

My guilt !— thou^ which hast made me what I am. 

Help me to still appear like what I was. 

My dearest Henry — ^you stand cold and silent— 

You sent for me^ and on the wings of love 

I fly to leam your wishes. 

Dar, Hear me, then--* 

Oh ! I have had a dream, a hideous dream. 
With which my soul still shakes; like ocean tossing. 
After the storm is past. I know that thou 
Art versed in mystic lore-^hat in the stars 
Tkea vead'st m^i's destinies«-^and in portents, 

p2 
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Visions^ and signs^ canst trace their hidden meanii^^ 
Which slumbers^ like the lightning in the cloudy 
Till sages draw it down. 

Queen. Caside.J I breathe once more 

Freely — ^Alas ! how weak a thing is guilt, 
Still trembling at the shadow which itself 
Casts round its timorous steps. O conscience, con- 
science ! 
Thou art a fearful monitor ; and sin, 
Howe'er awhile it triumphs in thy silence^ 
Has only wound thee like a larum up. 
To strike more sure and frequent. Well, my lord, 
I have been waiting for your tale ; and will. 
As far as my weak wit permits, essay 
To read your dream to you. 

Dar, Then listen — listen— 
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Methought I stood upon a spacious plain. 

And gazed into the midnight heavens, upon 

That band of bright immortals who watch o'er 

The slumbers of our world. Methought they shone 

With a peculiar splendour, and each one, 

Upon their golden axles as they tum'd. 

Made glorious music. Still I gazed and gazed. 

Awe-struck. Heaven's ample page was glittering 

With countless worlds, and yet 'twas but one leaf 

Of the vast volume of infinity. 

Which He, who fill'd it with those lines of light. 

Yields to our bounded vision. Suddenly, 

That sign, which men have named the Balance, shed 

Unusual light, and from its sphere a spark 

F^urted, which, as it rapidly approach'd 

Oiir globe, grew larger and more bright, until 



70 DAsra) RIZZIO. 



It seem'd a radiaftt orfo^ on which entkrimed 

A glorious Being sat. Her hoe was sunlike^ 

But BpotibK as the midnight moon — -a veil 

Of heavenly texture^ such as forms the wiugs 

Of the light gossamer ott a gammer's eve^ 

Or the soft halo aro^lnd Dian's brows^ 

Temper'4 its dazzling brightness. One bimd pointed 

Stedfastly at the stars ; the other held 

A mirror of such wondrous l)rilliancy. 

That heaven and earth seem'd kindling in its Maze^ 

And all the dread dark places of our globe^ 

Th' abodes of in^imy and wickedness^ 

Let in its searching ray. 

Queen, 'Twas strange^ and typified 

Some awful power. 
,Dar, This mirror, that I tell thee of. 
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Was strangely gifted. On its wondrous disk^ 
I saw the pomps and vanities of this worlds 
Stripped of their glittering semblance. I saw 

Falsehood^ 
Shivering in hideous nakedness to the ga^e 
Of scornful myriads : I saw mounting Pride» 
Blind groveling in the dust : I saw sworn Friends^ 
WhOj like our shadows^ walk beside us> vanish 
Like those same shadows^ when the sun of fortune 
Shone on our path no m<»re : I saw th' Oppressor 
Change places with th' Oppress'd — ^then tear his hair 
And rave^ and then with mad impiety 
Rail at his Maker; as the ravening wolf. 
Foiled «f the pcey o& which he meant to gorge, * 
Howls at the lights of hea:ren : I saw the Harlot^ 
She who profaned the nuptial bed, and, like 
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The fair false serpent in man's paradise^ 

Changed Eden to a howling wilderness : 

I saw her^ though before as bright as heaven^ 

Loathsome as leprosy : her gorgeous robes 

Dropt from her^ while her throne of pomp and pride 

Served but to form a loftier pedestal^ 

On which she stood^ for scorn's unsparing finger 

To point her out more truly. But you tremble— 

Your face is colourless — ^your eyes roll wildly— 

'Twas but a dream — a silly dream. 

Queetu No, no; 

Oh ! 'twas the mirror of eternal truth. 
In which — ^yet whither am I wandering? 
Pardon me, my dear lord, but your strange dream. 
This dull hot atmosphere, and my wild fancy. 
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Transiported me> I know not whither — Now 

My brain is cool again. 

Dar, Then hear the sequel.-— 

The form approaching me — me, Mary — (nay> 

Wherefore that shudder ?) held the mirror full 

Before my face> and in it as I gazed 

I read my own heart's painful history. 

There the sweet hopes^ which I had fondly cherish'd^ 

Lay torn and bleeding all ; there my affections^ 

Like the vine's tendrils^when the branchy round which 

They twine^ proves faithless and gives way^ were 

crush'd 

And trampled into ruin ; there pale sorrow^ 

And agony, and horror^ number'd o'er 

The remnant of my years, while clouds and darkness 

Blacken'd around their close. I look'd again. 



^ 
% 
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And saw three dbadowy forms> which gradually 

Grew more distinctly Tisible. One was £ur 

As thour-HDay more— now that that ashy hue 

Rifles the roses on thy cheek. She plighted 

Unchanging love to me who gazed on her^ 

As though her bright eyes were the fires which kindled 

All his heart's incense— 4>ut she played the wanton^ 

And on a w<»thless minion lavishing 

The treasures of her love^ broke the fond heart 

That only beat for her. As I gazed nearer. 

Strange horror seized me : for the face of each 

Was pictured with such damning verity, 

I dared not harbour doubt. I will not bresU^he 

The minion's name — the dirt on which we tread 

As well deserves a reocNrd—- rbut I traced 

My own too well remember'd traits in 4iim 
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Who was thus foully injured— -while the features 
Of that pernicious^ tndt'rous^ ^r one— -Mary 
Were thine ! — ^were thine I — ^Now read my dream to 
me. 
Queen, Just Heaven ! forgive my sins. 

^FaUs at his feet, 
Dar. Ha ! thou false queen ! 

Is't thus — ^is't thus — I pray thee ope thy lips — 
Say that it is not so, and I '11 believe thee. 
Though proofs came thronging thidc and fast as motes 
In the sun's noontide beams. By heaven ! she 's silent. 
Then thus— thus will I seal the secret up. 
That other ears may not receive a tale 
Too foul to breathe in mine. 

{_Going towards her — stops, 
Alas ! that fietce 
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That eye — ^that form — it is the same which here^ 

Deep seated in my hearty holds back my arm^ 
And mars its righteous vengeance. 

^Rushes out. 



(The Scene closes. J 
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SCENE III. 

Another Chantber in the same. 

The Queen, the Countess of ArgtfU, Rizzio, and others, 
are discovered seated at a clarichord, on which the 
Queen is playing — Rizzio accompanying her oti the 
harp, and singing thefoUomng 

BONDO. 

OL ! touch the ivory key again^ 
Thou who mak'st Orpheus' boastings Taio^ 
And fiercer monsters charm'st to rest— 
The vultures of the human breast ! 
Thou^ whose sweet notes can lull despair^ 
Rouse slumbering hope^ soothe anxious care. 
Bid memory cease to pain^ 



«» 
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And from the demon sorrow's clutch 
Rescue the pining heart — Oh ! touch 
The ivory key again. 

Roll> roll once more that tide along 
Of heav'nly, heart-transporting song ! 
Those eyes> as o'er the page they glide^ 
Shall seem the orbs which sway that tide ; 
That yoice> which mortal rival braves. 
The breeze that stirs the harm(miou8 waves ; 

And aU who hear the strain 
Charm'd spirits, who, the slaves of such. 
Obey the spell-^-then touch. Oh, touch ! 

The ivory key again. 

What— what has life in stoore to please 
Our hearts like moments such as these f 
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What has the world's dull rounds to crave 
A longer loitering from the grave^ 
Where we shall slumber quietly. 
Till angels lift their trumpets high. 

And wake us with a strain 
Shall charm the ravish'd ear so much, 
'Twill seem as though we heard thee touch 
The ivory key again. 
Count, Hark ! heard ye not a noise ? 
Biz. 'Twas but the wind 

Shaking this time-worn turret. 

Camd. Nay — ^nay> hark 

Again-^'tis £botfitep»«-who, at this lone hour. 
Will venture to intrude? 

Queen, Merciful Heaven 1 

It is my husband's voice, and Ruthven'»«»bide thee—- 



■J 
\ 
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Good Rizzio^ hide thee-— ere they can procure 
Admittance — see the chamber-door be lock'd— 
Ha! 

[J secret door opens, and Damley, RtUhven, 
and the Conspirators, appear. 

Dar. No> no — ^thou perjured queen — ^it is too late : 
Thy minion's days are number d — Drag^ my lords. 
The villain forth, and with your poniards search 
For his degenerate heart. 

Riz. Oh ! save me — save me ! 

What have I done to merit death ? 

Queen. Stand back. 

Rebellious peers ! Ha ! am I not your queen ? 
Stand back, I say, and he who dares advance 
One inch, the pains of treason light upon 
His forfeit life and honours. 
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Dor. What^ my lords. 

Do your t>old hearts and iron sinews ^1, 
Because a woman rails ?— one whose soft lips 
Are snatch'd in fearful haste from his cursed kiss 
To rave at you : while from those treacherous eyes. 
Which still, methinks, reflect his hated image. 
She would flash lightnings on us : — ^but this hand. 
This good right-hand, shall wreak a king's revenge.— 
I '11 strike, though subjects tremble. 

QfUen (advandfig.) Through my heart, then ! 
Thou base, bold man, whom I have raised thus high, 
■High as a monarch's love, what mean'st thou now. 
To loQc thyself thus strangely? 

JDar. Ask thy heart : 

Search there, if thou would'st find the treacherous 
depths 
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Where Darnley's soul is lost. Thy heart is bkit. 
And would deoeiFe even tliee : but on thy cheek 
Shame waves his crimson banners^ and proclaims 
The falsehood to the world. 

Queen. What ! are these veins 

Fill'd with the blood which from a hundr^ Idnga 
Flow'd pure and stainless, — and if but cme drc^ 
Start at thy foul aspersions to my che^l^ 
Shall that be deem'd an evidence of guilt ? 
Injurious Darnley ! were it not that sorrow 
Has in these eyes drown'd indignation, I 
Would wear the look with which my great forefathers 
Had frowned to conscious silence the false tongue 
Which dared assail their fame. 

Dar. Her voice, look, wordi. 

Work witchcraft in me ; but the deed is vow'd. 
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And it shall lie adiieved. And tliink'st thou thus 
To hide a guilty heart? WeD^ for a season 
It may be hidden. While time's witchery lasts. 
While youth and loveliness dazzle men s eyes. 
They will not see it ; yet it is a worm 
Hid in a bed of flowers, which lies conceal'd 
In roses and in sweets, but seen at last 
When all the flowers have wither d. 

Ruth. We are trifling 

With moments full of fate. The present time 
Is with his broad-^ead pinions shadowing 
The destinies of ages. Traitor, learn 
The weight of Rnthven's arm. 

[^Stabs at Rizzio, who avoids the blow, 
and clings to the Queen. 
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Queen. False Iord« avaant! 

Hurt not a hair upon his head, I charge thee* 

Rmh. Were every hairupon his h6ad a life, 
I 'd have them all. Die, villain ! IStabskhn. 

Riz, Mercy! mercy! ' 

Have pity on me— do not drag me hence !— < 
If I must die, here let me perish, here !— - 
Oh ! you have hearts of stone. 
£Rulhven, Damley and others^ force him into an ad' 
joining chamber, while the rest detain the Queen. 

Queen. Unhand me, traitors ! 

Am I not Mary Stuart ? No, no— I 
Am Darnley's captive. Then, for Heaven's sweet 

sake. 
Go thou prevent their ruffian hands; or thou — 
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There's kindness in thy looks. I pray thee^ fly — 
Save— save the poor youth's life ! Do you not hear 
How piteously he cries for mercy ? Save him ! 
I am the queen — I '11 make thee rich^ 1 11 load thee 
With wealth and honours. Ha! that groan prodaim'd 
A spirit parting. Heaven, just Heaven, reward 
The murderers ! Let tlieir beds be dungeon stones 
Hard as tlieir hearts ! Afflict them till they 're doom*d 
To pray for death, and yet not die ! May all — 
All the imagined curses, which the heart 
Of man e'er breathed against his deadliest foe. 
Be heap'd upon their heads ! My senses fail me— 
What is't I feel ? If it be death, most welcome ! 

{FainU. 



(The Scene closes.) 



f 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Seleucus, King of Assyria* 
Antiochus^ his Son. 
Demetrius, a Physician. 
Steatonice, betrothed to Seleucus. 

Courtiers, Attendants, S^c. 

Scene — Babylon. 



ANTIOCHUS. 



SCENE I. 



The Prince's Chamber'-^AtUiockus discovered reclining 

on a Couch. 

Enter Stbatokice. 

Str. Antiochus ! 

Ant. Ha ! Is 't a dream^ a cruel mockery, 
Shaped to deride my bosom's loDeliness ; 
Or does Stratonice indeed stand there. 
And smile on lost Antiochus? Oh ! speak 
One word. 

Sir. Antiochus ! 



92 ANTIOCHUS. 



Ant. Say on — say on.— 

I know it is delusion ; but 'tis sweeter 
To dream of sounds like those^ than wake and hear 
Life's rarest harmony. 

Str. These are wild words : 

Call home thy wandering thoughts. I came to tell 
Of tidings which I know will gladden thee : 
To-morrow binds thy father's bliss and mine 

Fast in the nuptial knot. — Would^ would, Antiochus, 

* 

Thou could'st be present ! 

AnL Would I were in my grave ! 

But pardon me — I pray thee pardon me — 
My words sound harsh. Alas ! there was a time. 
When but to gaze into a lovely face 
Had with the eloquence of high Olympus 
Fired me. Mv heart is broken now, and, like 
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A shattered instrument^ to the same touch 
Which used to call its sweetest music up^ 
It yihrates nought but discord. 

Sir. From thy father 

I came to visit thee. 

Ant. Blessings be on him ! 

May thickest foliage crown that royal tree. 
Nor leave room to regret the one sear'd leaf 
Which now hangs drooping on the branch, and soon 
Will pass away and perish ! 

Sir, Send him not 

So sorrowful a message. Tell him rather 
What 'tis which wastes away thy young days tfausy , 
And baffles our profoundest leeches' skill 
To find or conquer. 

Ant. They have yet to learn^ 
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That there are maladies, whose seat is not 

In the corporeal frame. The mind, which makes 

Its own jE^lysium, has its own diseases ; 

And oh ! when these have fasten'd on their prey. 

Who shall restore its health ? 'Twere easier 

To bind up the green stalk when once 'tis snapped. 

And bid it bear again. 

Str, Alas! alas! 

Is there no remedy ? 

Ant Yes, one — one only — 

But that 's all-potent, like the spell which stills 
The cries of weeping infancy ; for when 
The clouds of fortune gather blackest round us. 
The quiet earth, like a kind-hearted mother. 
Taking us, full of troubles, to her bosom. 
Hides all our sorrow there. 
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Str. Tell me those sorrows : 

To utter them will rob them of their power 

To wound thee further. Grief is like the plants 

Which^ laid bare to the sun's lights perishes : 

But, buried in the secret shade, takes root. 

And brings forth bitter blossoms. 

Ant. Leave me— leave me !— - 

My eyes grow dim, my heart is idling— soon 

Thy dangerous presence, mastering my intent. 

Will rob me of the hoarded grief, which now 

Lock'd in my heart's cell, lik€ a captive tiger. 

Can only tear its prison ; but, let loose. 

Will wreak unbounded ruin ! 

Sir. Good Antiochu% 

For my sake — ^for thy father's-*4ror thy own. 

Unburden thy sad secret. Men have ckargied thee 



96 A19TIOCHU8» 



With airy sorrows^ fanciful conceits 
Bred in the brain, because nor look nor speedi 
Betrays thy bosom's guest, nor pains nor wisdom 
Can trace thy cause of grief. 

Ant, They little know 

Man's heart, and the intenseness of its passions. 
Who judge from outward symbols. Lightest griefs 
Are easiest discem*d, as shallow brooks 
Show every pebble in their troubled currents ; 
While deeper streams flow smooth as glass above 
Mightiest impediments, and yield no trace 
Of that which is beneath them. 

Str, Still evading 

All my inquiries ! Nay, Antiochus, 
Then thus I leave thee, not in anger— yet 
With something more than sorrow. 
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Ant* Nay, stay— stay— 

Thou sfialt know all — though my heart bleed to tell. 
And thine perchance to listen. Dear Stratonibe ! 
I love thee ! Do not start — ^for I am fleeting 
Fast to the silent mansions of my fathers. 
And all that's gross and guilty in that love 
Is separating from it, as the dross 
Parts from the melting ore. Soon, soon, 'twill be 
The sinless passion of a guardian spirit. 
Blessing and hovering round thee. When thy presence 
First cheer'd our city, how the welkin echoed 
Th' applause of myriads ! how the air was peopled 
With praises of thy charms ! I spake no word — 
Inferior joys live but by utterance. 
But rapture is bom dumb. I loved thee then. 
And felt my heart's change, which had seem'd before 

H 
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V treasury of waste affections — flowers 
fiun wild and witheriag. But then my soul 
Glow'd, like an altar which has long been piled i 
For worship, when the sacred fire at once 

[ Descends and kindJee it. And need 1 tell 
The sorrowful sequel ? Need 1 paint my heart 
When first I knew my father's destined hride? 
Thou know'st that, with the many, grief soon heals. 
And Love full often, like a peevish child. 
Sleeps while its tears are wet. But thou behold'st 
The thing I am. This 'tis to love as I 
Have loved, and love thee sttll, Stratonice, 
And must till death. Tliia 'tis to let the heart | 

■Be fed on by wild hopes, which, like the bee, 

BKurmur their treacherous songs, whUe they are 

B'AU the flower's sweetness. 



ANTIOCHUS. 99 

Sink not the prey of sorrow. My heart long 
Has been thy own^ but that thy father's love^ 
And the affianced pledge of mine> from those 
Who deem'd the bauble of too little worth 
To learn my wishes^ have conceal'd from all 
The secret. But Seleucus' heart is generous :— 
He loves his son> and even his love for me 
Will teach him what is just. 

Ant. New life is rushing 

Through every vein :— my soul feels buoyant as 
A vessel which has long been bound in shallows^ 
When the returning billows bear it up. 
And point its mast to heaven. 

Str. Restrain these raptures^- 

Demetrius comes— -His keen eye wiU detect 
Thy heart's whole history. 
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Enter DsifETBias. 
Denu The long commands 

Your presence^ madam. 
♦ Str, FareweU, Prince. 

AnL FareweU ! 

[Ejtit Steatonice. 
My good Demetrius^ give me leave^ awhile : 
I would compose my weary frame to rest. 

Dem. 'Tis as I deem'd. The love-sick boy revives 
Still at her presence, while her parting fills 
His eyes with gushing tears ; then solitude 
And silence please him best. Now if my art 
Can aught avail, it is upon the king 
My skill must practise. 

[^Exit Demetrius. 



THE SCENE CLOSES. 
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SCENE 11. 



Seleucus and Demetrius meeting. 

SeL Ah, Demetrius^ 
Thy looks bode evil. I dare scarcely g^ye 
My heart's inquiry words. My noble boy. 
How fares he ? 

Denu Like a weed upon the shore. 

Which only waits the next wave's visiting 
To waft it hence for ever. . 

SeL Righteous Gods ! 

If ye war not with man's best feelings ; if 
Ye build not up the &bric of his bliss 
But as a toy to tear asunder, when 
Ye lack amusement, save him^ save my son ! 



102 AVTIOCH08. 



What has he done^ or I^ that thus untimely 
Your fatal bolts have found him? 

Dem. Sire> arraign not 

Heaven's just decrees. The fayourites of the Gods 
Leave this world firsts while others are reserved 
For suffering or for crime. It is the stream 
Which bursts its banks, and spoils the plain^ whose 

waters 
Long remain out : the dew which falls from heaven 
Just glitters brilliant on the branchy and then 
Exhales to heaven again. 

Sel. But I shall be 

Childless^ Demetrius. Oh ! in that one word 
How many pangs find utterance ! I shall lose 
The stay, the pride, the glory of my house. 
And then — 
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Though full of honours^ full of fame — shall siiik 
Into the grave : even as a tree> when crown'd 
With all the fulness of luxuriance^ falls. 
For lack of that which propped it. Canst thou find 
Nor cause, nor cure ? 

Dem. The cause, sire, is rereal'd ; 

The cure transcends my art. 

Sel Where lies his malady ? 

Dem. 'Tis love-— bat love so hopeless and so wild, 
'Twere easier to pluck a star from heaven. 
And wear it on his breast, than wed with her 
For whom his heart is breaking. 

SeU Do not rack 

My soul with vain surmises-Reveal her name— - 

Dem. Thou knowest, sire, that to-morrow, which 
unites 
Royal Seleucus with Stratonice, 
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Is deMned^ too^ to seal Demetrius' bliss 
In Mr Astarte's arms. 

SeL Ha ! and Antiodms 

Sighs for the dark-eyed maid ? 

Dem. For her whom heayen 

Destines another's bride. 

SeL Now> good Demetrius, 

Thou knoVst that I have loved^ have cherish'd thee. 
And shown to thee less of a monarch's favour 
Than a fond father's care. 

Dem, Love, duty, honour. 

Bind me to thee for ever. 

SeL Oh! Demetrius, 

The life-drops of my heart are not so precious 
As that boy's life to me. He is the string 
On whicli hang all my joys. That suapt, the world 
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Is one blank desert, in which he is happiest 
Who travels fastest o'er it. Oh^ thou know*8t 
The talents^ virtues of Antiochus ; 
And would'st thou kindle with thy bridal torch 
His funeral pile? would'st thou his shroud should 
form 

Thy marriage garment, and one strain compose 

The hjrmeneal and the requiem ? 

Oh^ save him, save him ! See, thy sovereign sues-^ 

Thy monarch on his bended knee petitions 

For his child's life. Stretch forth thy arm to save 

Before the hour is past, and he is dead. 

And I am broken-hearted ! 

Dem. How in me 

Resides the power to save him from his &te ? 

Sel. Resign Astartc — 
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Dem. Ah ! mre, love is not^ 

Like a loose garment, worn or thrown aside 
At pleasure. In the inmost heart it takes 
So deep a root^ that, like the oak, the storm. 
Which lays its green head low, must tear up too 
The soil in which 'tis planted. Can I liye 
To think of her but as a lover ? Friendship 
Or cold esteem can never fill the heart 
Where love has been. That phoenix, when it dies. 
Consumes its dwelling, that no meaner thing 
May ever nestle there. 

SeL Alas ! Demetrius, 

His being is at stake. Fly to him — say, 
*' Astarte's thine." Those words will be enough 
To snatch him from the grave. Fly, ere his life 
Is lost foi* ever, like a fire gone out 
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Not for defect of fuel^ but when only 

A little kind breath might relume the spark 

In its expiring embers. 

Bern. Would that I 

Could rear again the faUen edifice 
Of his lost bliss ! But, sire, consult the hopes, 
Th' affections which thy own heart cherishes: 
There meditate, and learn how hard a thing 
It is to root out love. Had the prince raised 
His hopes as high as she, who soon will wear 
The diadem of Babylon — ^had he 
Felt this wild passion for Stratonice, 
How would Seleucus bear the torturing pang 
Which tore her from his doting bosom ^-^[avM^]—- 

Fix'd ' 

He stands. The blood has left hifei -cheek, as though 
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It had retreated to his hearty to ask 

An answer there—and now returns on fire 

With its intelligence. 

SeL Life, honours^ sceptre-^ 

Ay, even Stratonice^ should be resigned 
To save him. 

Dem. Then^ sire^ pardon me^ if I 

Have seem'd to trifle with a hearty whose feelings 
Are springs so deep and pure. Listen awhile— 
Thine is the nuptial torch which fires his bier— 
Thine is the bell which tolls his dirge— and thine 
The heart with love o'erflowing for him, yet 
Dooming his death. 

Sel. Have mercy, ye bright powers! 

Stratonice ! 

Dern. Tis she, 'tis she — the rock 
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Towards which his heart's best hopes flow darkly oh^ 
Only to break against it. Oft^ fiill oft^ 
Have I beheld the conflict of his passions 
When love and duty warr'd ; and I have mark'd 
Unlook'd for blackness gather round his brow 
Sudden and strange^ and his dark lashes scarce 
Restrain the swelling orbs^ which^ fierce and red. 
Dilate behind them, till, like fiery meteors 
Dissolved in weeping mists, and often while 
A smiling effort writhes his lip, a sigh 
So deep and piteous issues from his heart. 
That all his features' brightness vanishes. 
And, like the dimples of a wind-swept brook. 
Gives place to dismal furrows. She too breathes 
A world of sighs, yet seems those sighs to cherish; 
And when she meets him sighs more deeply, yet 
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Still finds a cause for meetings and ne'er parts. 
But from beneath her light fair lids there trickle 
Those dews^ which even the brightness that we love 
Will draw forth from the heart. 

SeL Demetrius^ 

Haste to Stratonice. Bid her be deck'd 
In all her brightest ornaments to please 
The bridegroom of to-morrow ; bid her meet me. 
Ere the ninth hour is told, in my son's chambers. 
Summon my peers — say that the king commands 
Their special presence, and do thou, Demetrius, 
Attend me there. 

[Exeunt severally. 
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SCENE III. 



The Prince's Chamber. 



Antiochus sdiis, 

[Opem the casement. 
Ant. Oh ! night, night, iiight>-<-1beautiful, matchless 
night! 
Thy channs are all divine, far, far beyond 
The gaudy glare of day; and ye, fair stars. 
Soft, silent, bright, how beautiful are you. 
Ye gorgeous wanderc'TS through the pathless skies. 
Conducting heaven's own light to our dim sphere. 
And from your bountiful and shining uiiie 
Raining the happy night-dews down on earth. 



ler fuU cup o'erflowe with blessedness I 
Beautiful ! beautiful I Morn's orient hu co ' . 

le iewy mom, which, like a new-born babe, t 
Visits our world in tears;) — noon's purple pon^iMl 
Vben the day-god rides highi^st, and his steeds ' m 
I Shake from their bright manes light ineffable ;— h"«| 
And evening, so adorn'd with loveliness, Ta| 

I That Phcebus yields to her; yet, ere be parts, >■ 
I Prints on ber lovely cheek a kiss so warm, mI 

That the deq> blush is long seen mantling tilers I 
After hifl^ight IB tk'en:— all, all of thew - " '• -'■• 
Sink into inwgnifimnoe, compared 
With this— 4hi« gathering of tlie worlds, this hanreat 
Ripe with iauMltal Hght, in lines of gold ' <• - 
Waving thnnigh baMea^s wide field. Yes, je brigh 
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Eyen to tlie ignorant eye ye seem divine; 

But how much more to his^ who in you sees 

The glittering links of that resplendent chain 

Which fate has drawn around our world to bind 

The destinies of man. Alas ! in vain 

I read^ with anxious eye, your page for aught 

That tells of We, or of Stratonice : 

Still ye speak peace and softness, and my mind 

Feels your sweet influence, like a lake, whose bosom 

By day reflects nought but the hurrying clouds 

Driyen by unruly winds, yet now is filVd with 

The calm, bright images which ye impress 

Upon its tranquil mirror. My wild harp ! 

Thou hast hung mute and idle long, and if 

Now tempted by thb holy silent hour 

Once more I wake thee, mournful must the strain be; 
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For I have strung thj warbliag wires »o oft f . 

To notes of woe, that mirth's vain melodies 

Vibd no ribiaiion there. « 

\_Plot/s on kit harp, aiid chanU thefdhnnng 

Oh ! Time b like a river, gliding j 

. -AMlirift-iaiiiiil l Mii n ii ji jM ,S !yj iH i ti ,*iv/ 

Man's kevt to d^ ; < - , , 

And life's but hopes, like base Weeds, 'bear 

I Away— sway \ , 

Aud Life is like a dew-drop, smiling 

For me short hmir; 
With bir and glittering show b^itu^f^v, , 
, Yet sun and shower 
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O'er its frail essence eacli preyailing. 

Shorten its stay; 
Trenralonos^ restless^ and exhaling 

Away— away! 

And I^ a tree by lightning ^stricken^ 

Am sinking £ast; 
Sorrows^ like clouds^ around me thidken^ 

T o'erwhelm at last ; 
Past joys are like dead branches^ aiding 

Their root's decay ; 
And hopes long loved, like sear'd leaves, &ding 

Away — away ! 

Enter Seleucus. 
SeL Antiiodlus ! 

I 

it, p 
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Ant. My&ther! x ' 

Sd. This is a mournfiil lay. -• * << -i-^./ii ti..<A 
' Ant. 'Tia oAe^iHudi IftoMi 

The current of my thoughts. \ ^ * 

Set. Alas! myaaa, .^'.cr 

Thou know'st not how I lore thee, i ' i n-^-Vitt^ I 

Ant. DaAotfaaa' . 

Thus strangely on me. 
The kind yet wild expression of thy eye 
Pleases^ yet troubles me. 

SeL Oh> my best child, < 

Thou shalt not die ! I know thy cause of grief : 
A11> all 's reveal'd. 

Ant. What meanest thoa? Do not mock me. 

There is no bitterness in death :-«^t oh ! . . v \ 
To live, and be a jest to those we lo¥ej 

Is aconite and wormwood. 
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I 

SeL Thou shall live— . 

Shalt live — ^be happy-^HUid Stratonice 
SfaaUffae)tby.lNridei 

AnU Ha ! do my ears deceive me ? 

Those soonds were like the music which my heart 
Danced to^ when love and hope made joyful concord ; 
But that was fsilse and treacherous. 

SeL Thiaift truth. 

And oh ! mar not thy soul's fiiU Miss by deeming^ 
The heart which now resigns so much for.^hee 
Breaks with the effort. No^ no— I am^ happy^^-* 
Am very happy. Tears will steal inta ^ . i, . 
Joy's wildest laughter. They're the dew of' mirth. 
'Bleds theei^my :child ! Oh \ €rods, tidte pity on .me ! 

Ant, What means tfaii>« 8ire^>I^£i•l^m|r woes^Aave 



f- 


ANTIOCHDI. ^^^^^^^^^1 


Too deeply 


inthyiwul. Alas! 


my Mk'ef'. '">.'i«tM 


Thine is a ! 


heart too finely wrought for grfnf"" '■*^ 


To dweU Id 


1 long. The poiaon 


which would rest'" 


Stagnant in 


1 Tessels fonn'd from baser mould, ' 


At once bteals that fine metal. 


J 


SeL 




P«aerti.pi»Wo^ 



■lilMMfanii'aiU ■iiiii.liilit liilliiiit 'A^^- ' 

,. »J<V»#M'jAftMfhii vr^hn von KiM-h ttmU^iT 
Enter »T*A!imitKS, DBuanias,' IMriM^i-lin- 

The ittOttg bHglibMM cf duLC mO, dtfk Wfl)/"' >' 
WUdi iparklw nov; u thongfa dn-wlMtt Mifttf 
TlintttM'^ ita«rboritgllt: mark thow jet^ttWc* 
Which float a moment on the breeze, and then 
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Sink on hdirsoowy breast^ as though they sconi'A 
Th' embmoe ii4 Z^yhjr.ior that resting-place 
Of purity aQd,)M9Ai}jty: toark that faQe> 
Oh ! fm^ixkgf^l a'er which those glossy locks 
Fall in dark ringlets, like a raven's wixigs , 
Shading a nueli of doves :-^mark these, and name 
Her fitting: dooQU 

AnL Oh ! she is wondrous fairi 

Worthy a monarch's love. 

Sel. Thousay'stit She 

> Shall wed th' imperial lord of Babylon* 
The diadem shall glitter on her brow ; 
A JUie virgins shall strew flowers before her feet; 
Timbrel woA dulcimer shall hymn her praise, 

IKb^.I lmv«r-^r^ 

^^^^^., f, .: . Clasp'd:her.tO:thy helurt!' 



120 4^^TiocmJs. 

Sd, Have sank 

Into my jfrave— tranquilly, gently, liloB, , . ,, ,^,< | 
An agitated wave, wben furious winds ., ^ , , , j.^v^ 
Have done their worst with it^ subsiding softly ^ 
Into its natural stillness. 

Ant, Ha ! those words 

Came o'er my soul like a dark summer doud. 
Saddening the fields it bless'd. 

Sel, Ye know, Assyriaps, 

The day is dawning, when Stratonice I 

Shall wed the king. 

1^ Cour. 'Tis known to all, sire— known, , 

And gratefial to all hearts. 

Sel. And now I loo^e |,,^^ |. ; 

This tedious sceptre from my grasp, and puf ..r^ t . r 
The regal purple from me, and lay down 
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immrftU power, and diadem, too long 

The bane of mm they crown'd — and now, Assyrians^ 

Behold your king ! ^Pointing to Antiochus. 

Itt dimr. What means this rash resolve ? 

2nd Cour. 'Tis passing strange ! 

SeL And thou, Stratonioe, 

Thy destined brid^froom. How thy timid heart 
Flutters 'twixt hope and fear, like a young bird 
Just loosen'd from its cage. Oh ! ye were made . 
For love, and for each other. Deem'd you I 
Would let this shatter'd heart's black shadow darken 
The splendour of your joys? No— thus I join 
Your hands. And now, why should I linger here ? 
I did but wish to link your hearts in bliss. 
And then to die--4ike the torch, burning bright 



r 




To light you to ymir bridal bed, abfl tten 
Extin^isb'd. 



Now^'~w«ra to mlu^ «ith ym firiDb^'oriM, 
And Hve mi ahine for eyer. 

8(r. Nay, Day, thou ' 

Wit grace our happy marriage. 

Bet. Like y«i Man, 

I will look smiling down from hearen upon i^ 
And Uess It^— (% I my aOaX is patting vK 
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These gross hftbUiments of mortal day. 
Weep not ; 'tis but a slumber sound and sweety 
Through a dark^ dreamless nighty and when I wake^ 
Heaven's sunshine will be round me. Ah ! I feel 
This world reel from me. Clasp me— clasp me— 

nearer — 
That what I last feel here may be the throbbings 
Of your kind bosoms. Oh ! how sweet is death ! 

[Dies, 
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POEMS. 



SONNET. 

WEITTEN AT CALAIS. 



England ! my country, from this stranger strand 
As I gaze towards thee, mists and yapours dim. 

Exhaling from the shore on which I stand. 
Will ever and anon hide thee from him 

Whose eye seeks vainly for thee ; yet whene'er 

Those mists disperse, thou com'st forth bright and fair 

In all thy native beauty. Even so 

My partial heart would deem, that now although 



] 
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The miata of prejudice, engendering: 
In foreign climeB, awhile maf cloud thy name. 
And hearts that would have loved thee, front thee 

Yet they shall See away on rapid wing. 
While, like the cliffs which gird thee, shall thy fame 
Stand high, and imaBsdl'd, and white for ever ! 
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, *m . ^ f I) iWtUan^V AX DUOK* 
tMt irtrfvti ,:y»^t >>»..) 

Maid whom I love^ would thou wert here ! 
Thy si^jinlNright smile, thy pensire tear, 
.^xjt^Xliy JTttifleji would render doubly dear 
Th«Bc^8C(»ie8 to me; 
But thou art absent far, and I 
Can only breathe thy name, and sigh. 
And pledge this goblet, sparkling high. 
In France to thee. 



Friend of my soul, long years have flown 
Since this right hand has grasp'd thy own ; 
Waves and wild hills are barriers thrown 
'Twixt thee and me ; 



3ut there are records of tbe soul 
le cannot rue, or wbvqs control : 

them as I pledge this bowl 
f- la Fraoce to thee. 

Laail of my birth, thy | een iidde rise. 
Like seamen's visions, t my eyes; 
Land of the brave, the free, the wise, 

Degenerate be. 
Who thy matemal lap haa freatA; 
Nor quaffs, when absent firom. thy breast, 
One cup, the brightest and tbe beet. 

In France to thae. 

Nor (A I bo ^ou fcM^, fiur cliraa. 
Where nature Uooms as in her nisoe. 
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Luxuriant^ beautiful, sublime^ 

From mount to sea; 
Realm of blue skies^ and Tine-dad hills^ 
Ripe meads, green vales, and glittering rills, 
A stranger this libation fills. 

Fair France, to thee ! 
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AN EVENING THOUGHT 

AMONG THE ALPS. 

I Uark'd yon Alp, while nKirniag'! 

UpoD his summit shoDC 
Oil Earth his mighty shadow lay. 

O'er mead and ralley tlirowa. ^ 

But now, tliat Evening's sober tints 
Bid day's warm radiance fly. 

Withdrawing from the world, he prints 
His shadow on the sky. 

So fares our mortal pilgrimage: 

While youUi's bright morning shines. 
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Earth and its joys our hearts engage, 
There every wish inclines : 

But as that morning wanes to eve. 
Are nobler longings given ; 

Earth's heartless vanities we leave. 
And fix our hopes in Heaven. 



I SAW 3 falling leaf soon strew 

The soil to wliich it owed its hirth; 

I 93W a bright etar falliug: too. 
But never reaeli the quiet eartli' 



Such is tfa« lowlfe portion Uut, 
Such is ambition'B foil'd endeavonr; 

The (ailing leaf is soon at rest, 
While etan that fall, ^ on fbr ever 
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MONT BLANC. 

* 

WRITTBN IN AN ALBUM OH MOKT ANVERT* 

High in the shining heavens he builds his throne. 

The deep blue heavens, so bright and beautiful. 
That the unsated eye must gaze upon 

Their glory, till the aching sense grows dull 
And dizzy in their ray. Like him of old. 
Who c6mmuned with the Deity, until 
The divine brightness on his visage told 

With whom he c6nversed, so, majestic hill. 
Thy glittering crests, dazzling the sight and soul 

With their unutterable splendours, tell 
Of him whose eye irradiates thee. Well 
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Wear'st thou thy shining honours: to thee given^ 
Because^ resembling him from whom they roU^ 
Earth is thy footstool^ and thy mansion^ Heaven ! 
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LINES 

WEITTEN ON SEEING ME. BAYLY'S STATUE OF 
EVE AT THE FOUNTAIN* 



Nay^ 'tis no sculptured art^ 'tis she^ 'tis she. 
The fetal feir, whose bright betraying smile 
Robb'd man of Paradise, but taught him Io?e I 
Oh ! more than seraph beauty ? Even Man 
Is but '^ a little lower than the angels/' 
While Woman, lovely Woman, all-divine. 
Transcends their glittering hierarchy. This 
Well knew the subtie tempter, who, albeit 
Himself the semblance of a child of light. 
Could wear, yet chose a brighter minister 
To lure to the fond ruin» Ah ! on such 
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A face as this our primal sire might well 

Ga^e away Eden. Who tbat Iiung oa lipa 

Like those and listeu'd to tbe utteringt 

Which made them eliiqueiit, could still desire 

The presence of angelic visitante. 

Or sigh fin" cherub warblings ? Who tliat felt 

That soft heart beat to his, while o'er thst necfi, 

Lock'd in love's fond embrace, his fingers twined. 

Like rinff-doves neatlin^r round the t»e of life I 

Could deem she lured to death t 

Yet, yet alie nnile^ 
Yet o'er her own sweet image )MUig« tmaxava^A ; 
While still and stedfasdy as ilie, we gaie, 
And share ha wondering -niftxtK ; deemiBf her 
Scarcely lew ritatithan oursefan, and btxa t hkin 
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Only from admiration ! Beautiful! 

The " statue which enchants the world" no more 

Boasts undivided homage. Britain claims 

The laurel for her son^ whose genius bids 

Its sweet creations start to life and lighjby 

IfOvely as Pallas when the brain of Joye 

Teem'd with diirine imaginings. 



I 




" Old man, old man, thy locks are grey, 

" And the winter winds blow cold ; 
" Why wonder abroad on thy weary way, 

" And leave thy home's warm fold?" 
" The winter winds blow cold, 'tis true, 

" And I am old to roam ; 
" But I may wander the wide world through, 

" Ere I shall find my borne." 

" And where do thy children loiter bo long? 

" Have they left thee, thus old and forlorn, 
" To wander wild heather and hills among, 

" While they quaff from the lusty horn i" 
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" My children have long since sunk to rest, 
" To that rest which I would were my own; 

'^ I have seen the green turf placed over each breast, 
** And read each loved name on the stone/' 



« 



<€ 
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Then haste to the friends of thy youth, old man, 

" Who loved thee in days of yore ; 

They will warm thy old blood with the foaming can, 

*^ And sorrow shall chill it no more." 

To the friends of my youth in far distant parts, 

** Over moor, over mount, I have sped ; 

But the kind I found in their graves, and the hearts 

** Of the living were cold as the dead/* 



The old man's cheek as he spake grew pale > 
On the grass green sod he sank. 



u 
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While the evening sun o'er tlie western vale 
Set midst clouda and vapours dank, 
a the morrow^ that sun in tJic eutem skiea 
EoBe ruddy and wnrm and bri^t ; 

But never again did that old man rise 

the sod which he preas'd that night. 
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SONG. 

FBOM AN UNPUBLISHED TALE. 

Foe thee> lore^ for thee^ love^ 

I '11 bniFe fate's sternest stomi ; 
She cannot daunt or chill the hearts 

Which love keqie bold and warm: 
And when her douda are blackest^ nought 

But thy sweet self I '11 see> 
Nor hear^ amidst the tempest, aught 

But thee, love> only thee. 

For thee, love, for thee, love. 

My fond heart would resign 
The brightest cup that pleasure fills. 

And fortune's wealthiest mine : 



^ 



For pleasure's smiles are vanity. 

And fortune's fade or flee ; 
There's purity and conatancy 

In ttee, lore, only tbee. 

For thee, love, for thee, love. 

Life's lowly rale I'll tread. 
And aid thy steps the journey through. 

Nor quit thee till I 'm dead ; 
And even then round her I love 

My shade shall hovering he. 
And warble notes from hear'o above 

To thee, lore, only thee. 
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STANZA& 



FEOM THE SAME. 



Bliss is so brief and fragile^ it departs 
Ere pomp and pride can to its level bow : 

Beloved ! happines^^ like ours> cold hearts 
And proud unbending spirits never know. 

Life's dearest joys^ like sweetest-scented flowers^ 
Bloom best in lowly places ; there they group 

In safety^ there they court the smiling hours ; 
And they who wish to gather them must Hoop. 
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A SCENE IN SAVOY. 




Servoz, sweet Servoz, there ia not a rale, 
On earth's green bosom ourseil, more beautiful 
[ Than thou. How lovely yoo cerulean sky. 

Glittering with blue and gold, and all the charms 
It canopies ; — the purple rines, which feed 
On thy rich veiue ; the flowers, whose fragrant brea^ 
Sadat«8 the sense with sweetneaa ; the tall grora, 
With their eternal whisperings in thy ear 
Of blessedness Utd joy ; thy giurdiui fence 
Of hills, whidi round thee rise. Alp orer Alp, 
As though each peer'd abore his fellow, anxious 
To snatch a glance at thee I And sweeter still 
Thy rale's deep quiet, which no sound disturbs, 
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Save the sweet brawling of the silver Arve^ 

The wild bee's hum, the grasshopper's shrill note. 

And distant tinklings, mingled with the lay 

Which the swarth peasant o'er the furrow chants. 

Echoed by village maids. But most I love 

Thy church-yard's grassy precincts. In such spots 

While the foot rambles, the soul treasures up 

Truth's holiest lessons, and as the greensward 

Springs freshest over graves, so there the heart 

Brings forth its kindliest feelings, and distils 

Dews precious as the drops which fall from heaven. 
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FRAGMENTS. 



FRAGMENTS. 



I. 

ON SLEEP. 

How wonderful is Sleep^ with all its train 
Of waking fancies, when the soul aspires 
Above its mortal tenement, and wanders 
Into those wmids unknown— 4t8 final goal ! 
And what is Death ? — what, hot a longer rieepy 
In which the soul, like a young bird that oft, 
Hc^iping from twig to twig, beyond ita neat 
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Has for a seaaoa stray 'd, and feebly dared 

To try its oaturai elemeut, at length 

For a more venturous flight, with stronger wing. 

Mounts— to return no more ? 

A MORNING AFTER A STORM. 



The Btorm had died ; 
Yet Btill its angry apirit valk'd the ware. 
And haunted all the shore. Old Ocean toae'd 
Upon a sleepless conch, while the rex'd heavens 
Pour'd down their hoarded wrath, and Devon's rods, 
Wrapp'd in their robes of mist, gazed grimly on. 
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lit 

Oh> sir, I fear 
Recovery most ; for on a mind like his^ 
So long a blanks the sorrows which have gather'd 
Around bis fortunes and his fame, hare fallen 
Pointless and hurtless. They 're like poison spill'd 
Upon a frozen brook; but when the ice 
Me]ts> then the venom mingles. 



IV. 



REAL LOVE. 



Oh ! this iUicit passion^ 
*Tis ardent for a season, yet 'twill waste. 



VBAGMENTB. 

Like a wide^flariDg aad ill-guarded flame. 
By its own vehemence ; while real Love, 
Like the ntyBterioiu bush which Moses saw. 
Bums—yet is not consumed ! 



i 



WHITE HAIRS. 



Look at these white hairs — 

These ashes of departed years, which strew 

My sorrow-stricken head. 



15.^ 



VI. 



MISANTHROPY. 



Oh ! shame, shame to humanity ! The snake 
Hisses before it stinga ; the hawHng wdf 
Plays not the hypocrite; we know the vulture. 
By its loud flapping wings, and frantic scream ; 
And the tall lion with roar and fiend-like glare 
Warns while it terrifies. But man ! soft man ! 
Came with a smiling countenance, and tongue 
Of honied-flowing eloquence : his hand 
Smooth'd the same cheek it smote ; and those felse lips. 
While seeming fondness glued them to his friend's. 
Spat poison down his throat. 



^ 1 

^^ WHYam I lingering here ?— the flowers which pleased 
My vagraat youth have wither'd long ago 1 
My footsteps on tliia well known path are now 
AU lost and worn away by strangers' feet ; 
And if 1 tread again my native hallg] 
There are new facea — there a seat is fill'd, 

_ That should be vacant now — the noise of crowds. 

Where not a heart reeponsire beata to mine. 
Will to this dull ear tell a tale more sad 
Than desolation. 
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VIII. 

The stranger gased^ 
And^ as he gazed^ some feeliDg undefined 
Stole o'er his pallid features^ and his eye 
Gleam'd with a joyful wildness^ which display*d 
Not cheerfulness^ but rapture. * This is bliss,' 
He murmur'd audibly; but as he spake^ 
The sound of his own voice appear'd to burst 
The transient charm^ and waken in his mind 
Some bitterest slumbering feeling. ' This is bliss/ 
He said again^ but in the tone of one. 
Who, having waken'd from a lovely dream. 
Tries to recall the vision, but in vain ! 
He shook his head, while o'er his witfaer'd cheek 
A deadlier paleness whiten'd, and that moon. 
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XII. 
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Hebe will I hold my stat* io this wide chamber. 
Far aa the ey^e can vander carpeted i 

In emerald hues. Yon gorgeous canopy, ^ 

Glittering with blue aud gold, o'crhangs me brarelf ; 
The proud pines bow their heads before me, while 
Some viewless harp, touch'd by the breezes, yields 
High aud soid-ravishioj; harmony. 
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NOTES TO THE SECRET BRIDAL. 



1. 

HadfUtJulUhein 

A domd vfftmerijf^ my htart had Uur»*d^ 
True a* ike sim^Umer^ to tke orh U worthl^ 
And jfoid Ut homage there. 

Page 8, liive 7, &c. 

A smikr idea to this has been mudi mort beandMly 
expressed bf a Spanish poet. It has been thus elegantly 
imitated in English . 

Real faith is like the sun's fsur flower. 

Which midst the donds that shroud it, and the winds 
That wave it to and fro, and all the change 
Of air and earth and sky, doth rear its head. 
And looketh up still stedifost to its God. 

2. 
WhUe thou art twisting those bright avhum lodcs^ 
SeCy they are turning grey. 

Page 35, lines 7, "8. 

While thou art twisting that lock, it turns grey. 

Sterne, 



m2 



NOTES TO DAVID RIZZIO. 



a conatructing the ator; of this lictJe drama, I havfl 
K' DBiniaitted what 1 trust nill be deemed a venial eri: 
I ihave fouDded it upou Che uuciiaritable details and c 
jecturea of Buchuum, which, with whatever sceptirism 
they may be regarded by the hiatorian, are, it ia hoped, 
le^tiiusle materials for poetry. The memory of the im- 
bappy Mary has hten zealouely, and. In many InstiUMS, 
CKOessMly defended. Ceitaioly ebe was at leait I ' 
■uttuarliable fur her misfortunes as for her ciimes. 



Mc vho hnimi hit Uari are vain 
Hoi grcatcit cauKfor wecfhig. 

PageSl,linea 4, 5. 
1 ceascleait monm to hiiu tbat cannot hear. 
And weep the more because 1 weep in vain. 



, Oh! I/iavehadadrtam, a hidiom dreait 
WifA ahich my ami miU ihakci ; like oci 
After Vie itorm iapait. 



'' Metlioaght I saw theaa 



II, Ac. 

1 sugge»li9l by t 

■e sky divcralGed wilU 
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the same glorious lununaries which had entertiuned me a 
little before I fell asleep. I was looking very attentively 
on that sign in the heavens which is called hy the name 
of the Balance, when on a sudden there appeared in it an 
extraordinary lij^t, as if the sun should rise at midnight. 
By its increasing in breadth and lustre, I soon found that it 
approached towards the earth ; and at length could discern 
something like a shadow hovering in the midst of a great 
glory, which in a little time afterwards I distinctly per- 
ceived to be the figure of a woman. I toded at first it 
might have been the angel or mtellig^ce that guided the 
constellation from^vduch it descended ; but, upon a nearer 
view, I saw about heriall the emblems with wfaidi the goddess 
of Justice is usually described. Her countenance was un- 
speakably awful and miotic, but exquisitely beanl^iil to 
those whoseeyes were strong enough to behold it ; h«r sndles 
transported with rapture, her firowns tentfieA to despair. 
She held in her hand a mirror endowed with the same qua- 
lities as that which the painters put into the hand of Truth. 
'* There streamed fh)m it a light which distinguished 
itself from all the splendors that surrocmded her, more 
than a flash of lightning shines in the midst of daylight. 
As she moved it in her hand, it brightened the heavens, the 
air, or the earth. When she had descended so low as to 
be seen and heard by mortals, to make the poasp of her 
appearance more supportable, she threw darkness and 
clouds about her, that tempered the light into a thousand 
beautiful shades and colours, and multiplied that lustre, 
which was befora too strong and daaEliDg^lfiA> tfVarMT o^ 
milder glories." ' * ^' V ^* ' ''" 

.■':.'■ ^f ■ • ■•• -:■'-' 
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discovered that fais distemper ww k>ve ; b«t it was dhfieult 
to conjecture who was the object. In order to find it out,* 
he spent whole days in his chamber , and whenever any 
beautiful person of either sex entered it he observed with 
great attent]0ii(i»ot only his looks, bu;t every part and 
motion of the body whidh corresponds the inost with the 
passions of the soul. When others entered, he was en- 
tirely unaffected; but when Stratonice came in, as she 
oitetk did, eiUier alone, or with Sekucus, he showed all 
the symptoms described by Sappho; the faltering voice^. 
the burning blush, the languid eye, the sudden sweat, the 
tumultuous pulsey and. at length, the passion oirercoming 
his''f^^t»> a M'^nilitm and mortal paleness.^ 
' 'Erasistratus concluded from these tokens that the pnnce 
was in love with Stratonice, and perceived that he in- 
tended to carry the secret with him to the grave. He saw 
the difficulty of breaking the matter to Seleucus s yet^ de- 
pencHng upon the affection which the king had for his SQn, 
he ventured one day to tell him, ' That the young man's 
disorder was love, but love for which there was no remoidhr.' 
The Ung, qmte astonished, ssdd, * Howl love for which 
Hiere is no remedy?' ' It is certainly so,' answ^^ 

' Erasistratus ; * for he is in love with my wi£^' * Wbat ! 
' Erasistratus!' s^ the king, ' would you, who ari^'niy 

' friend, refuse to give up your wife to my 9on, when you 

itee us in danger of losing our <Mily hope?' ' Nay, would 

"yon do such a thing,' answered the physician, 'though 

' yCfa are his fether, if he were in love with Stratonice ?" 

' '* Oh, my friend,' replied Seleucus, * how hap^ should 

I be, if dtiier Ood or man could remove .his auffectlons 

*^ thither ! I would ^ve up my Itingdom, ^ I .coul4 but 1(eep 

^'' AntlodiUs.' He pronounced fh^ ^ words witK so much 
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" Upon this, SeleuFue summotied the people to 
foil a»seiiil)lj, and told them, ' It wa.i his will and plea-. J 
e tbat Antiochua should ialermarry with Stratonice/ ■ 
and that the; should he declared king uid queen of Itm 1 
Upper ProTincea. He believed,' he said, ■ that Ad^S 
tIechuB, who WOE such an ohedient son, would not oppoM^^ 
his desire; and if the princess should oppose the mamaf^i 
Q unprecedented thing, he hoped his friends wouldi 
persuade her In think (hat what was agreeable to the king, 
■nd advantageous lo the kingdom, was both just and ho- 
nourable.* Sueh is said to hare been the cause of the 
aiarriage lielwem Antiochus and SUatonicc.'' 
Langhomc'i Plutarch. Lifiof D 
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NOTE TO THE MISCELLANEOUS POEMS. 



LKke him ofold^ 
Who communed wiih the Deity ^ ufttU 
The divine brightness on his visage told 
With whom he conversed. 

Page 135, line 7, &c. 

** And it came to pass, when Moses came down from 
mount Sinai with the two tables of testimony in Moses' 
handy when he came down from the mount, that Moses 
wist not that the skin of his face shone while he talked 
with him. And when Aaron and all the children of Israel 
saw Moses, behold, the skin of his face shone ; and they 
were afraid to come nigh him.— And till Moses had done 
speaking ^th them, he put a tsuI on his face/* 

Exodus, ch. 34, verses 29, 30. 33. 



THE END. 
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NOTES TO THE SECRET BRIDAL. 



1. 

Had not JuUo hcgn ^ 

Skvond't Ufri-^haihe been thadov^d iy 
A doud xrfpofHsrty^ my heart hftd twnCd^ 
True 09 the tim^ower^ to the orh it worshiped 
And paid ite homage there. 

Page 8« Un/e 7» &c. 

A similar idea to this has been much more beaudMly 
expressed by a Spanish poet. It has been thus elegantly 
imitated in English . 

Real faith is like the sun's feur flower. 

Which midst the clouds that shroud it, and the winds 
That wave it to and fro, and all the change 
Of air and earth and sky, doth rear its head. 
And looketh up still stedfast to its God. 

2. 
While thou art twitting those bright auburn lockty 
SeCy they are turning grey. 

Page 35, lines 7, ^. 

While thou art twisting that lock, it turns grey. 

Sterne. 
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NOTES TO DAVID RIZZIO. 



1. 
Id coitttnictbg the storr of IhU linle drama, 
eoauuitted what I tnut nill be deemed a renud 
I have fouuded it upon Ibe undi&riUibte detaUt and 
Jecturea of Buchanan, which, njth whatever sceptldsin 
they may be refarded by the historian, are, it 19 hoped, 
l^dniuie laftterials for poMiy. The memorj- of the nn- 
y Mary has been zealausly, aad, 
»afnUy defended. Certainly she was at least 
onarkuble fur her minfortunes as for her crimei. 



1 ceRscltsa mou 
/\4ul wiep the n 



M eauiejbr axept/ig. 

Page S 1 , lineB A, i. 



least 4^H 

■ 1 



Ohi 1 Atve had a iraun, a hideeiii dream. 

With which my toid itiU ihakci; like ocean louhtg, 

AfUT Ok riorm It pait. 

PaBe67, line 11, &r. 
The Idea of Damlcy's dream wax suggested by the 
(oUowing pas«m! from thp lOtlih Tnller. 

" Methoughl I saw the name azuit aky diversified wiih 



KOTES TO DAVID BIZZIO. 65 

the same glorious luminaries which had entertained me a 
little before I fell asleep. I was looking very attentively 
on that sign in the hearens which is called by the name 
of the Balance, when on a sudden the^ appeared in it an 
extraordinary light, as if the sun should rise at midnight. 
By its increasing in breadth and lustre, I soon found that it 
approached towards the earth ; and at length could discern 
something like a shadow hovering in the midst of a great 
glory, which in a liftle time afterwards I distinctly per- 
ceived to be the figure of a woman. I foncied at first it 
might have been the angel or inteUi^Ace ^at guided the 
constellation irom.vi^dch it descended; but, apeti a nearer 
view, I saw about heriall the emblems with whidi the goddess 
of Justice is usually described. Her countenance was un- 
speakably awful and miotic, but exquisitely beautifiil to 
those whoseeyes were strong enough to behold it ; faer snules 
transported with raptnre, her firowns terrified to despair. 
She held in her hand a mirror endowed wltii the same qua* 
lities as that ivhich the pidnters put into the hand of Truth. 
" There streamed from it a ught which distinguished 
itself from all the splendors .that surrominded her, more 
than a flash of lightning shines in the midst of daylight. 
As she moved it in her hand, it brightened the heavens, the 
air, or the earth. When she had descended so low as to 
be seen and heard by mortals, to make the poa^ of her 
• appearance more supportable, she threw darkness and 
clouds about her, that tempered the light into a thousand 
beautiful shades and colours, and multiplied that lustre, 
which was befom too strong and daajdiag^^fty wVaiie^ of 
milder flories."-'' • > ■ ■- ■■■ •■••'' • -"*' ^'-^^ V.^-^^ cN^jV^ ... <' 

• I'jlsfcr i<;«>ui fiur nioi\ fignaeiw? i^ar//;-.- 
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